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I . 111 der Fremde 
In a Foreign Land 
From my homeland, in the wake of red lightning 
The clouds are drifting here, 
But my father and mother are long dead, 
No one knows me there anymore. 
How soon, oh how soon will the quietude come, 
When I too will rest, when I too wi II rest, 
And above me rustles the lovely solitude of the woods, 
And no one knows me here anymore ... 
2. Imermezzo 
Your image wondrously lovely 
I carry deep.in my heart, 
It looks so fresh and cheerful 
Upon me all the time. 
My heart sings silently within itself 
An old, beautiful tune, 
That soars into the air 
And hurriedly flies to you. 
3. Waldesge!>priich 
A Dialogue in 'the Woods 
"It is already late, it is already cold, 
Why do you ride alone through the woods? 
The woods are large, you are alone, · 
You lovely bride! I will guide you home." 
"Great is men's cunning and deceit, 
With sorrow my heart has been broken, 
The hunter's horn sounds here and there, 
Oh flee! You know not who I am." 
"So richly adorned are steed and woman, 
So wondrously fair, so wondrously fair the young body; 
I know you now, may God help me! 
You are the sorceress Lorelei!" 
"You know me well, from the rock on high. 
My castle looks silently into the Rhine. 
It is already late, it is already cold. 
Nevermore will you leave this forest." 
4. Die Stille 
The Silence 
No one knows and no one divines it, 
How happy, how happy I am! 
Oh if but one, but one knew it, 
None other should ever know! 
It is not as still out in the snow 
As silent and as hushed 
Ate not the stars on high, 
As the secret thoughts of mine. 
I wish I were a little bird 
Flying over the sea, 
Over the sea and further on, 
Till in Heaven I would be! 
5. Mondnacht 
Moonlit night 
It seemed as if the sky 
Had silently kissed the earth, 
That she in the shimmer of blossoms 
Could only dream of him. 
The breeze blew over the fields, 
The grain stalks gently surged, 
The forests rustled softly, 
So star-bright was the night. 
And my soul unfolded 
Its pinions so wide, 
Flew over the silent lands, 
As if it were flying home. 
6. Schone Fremde 
Beautiful Stranger 
The treetops rustle and shiver, 
As if at this time now, 
By the half buried walls, 
The old gods were making the round. 
Here behind the myrtle bushes, 
In hidden dusky splendor, 
What do you say, confused as in dreams, 
To me, fantastic night? 
The stars all sparkle upon me 
With a burning glance of love, 
Intoxicatedly the distance speaks, 
As if speaking of future great happiness! 
7. Aug ei11er Bng 
In a Fortress 
Gone to sleep while keeping watch 
Sits the ancient knight up there; 
Over yonder rain is falling, 
And the wood rustles through the trellis. 
Inward grown his beard and hair, 
Turned to stone his breast and ruffle, 
He sits many hundred years 
Aloft in the silent cell. 
Outside it is still and peaceful. 
Everyone has moved to the valley. 
Little wood birds sing alone 
In the empty window arches. 
Down below a wedding party sails 
In the sunshine on the Rhine; 
The musicians play with joy, 
And the lovely bride is weeping. 
8. /11 der Fremde 
In a Foreign Land 
I hear the brooks rushing 
In the forest here and there, 
In the forest, midst the rushing, 
I know not where I am. 
The nightingales are singing 
Here in the solitude, 
As if they wanted to tell 
About the beautiful old days. 
The moon's shimmering light is moving, 
As if I could see below 
The castle lying in the valley, 
Yet it is so far away! 
As if there were in the garden 
Roses white and red, 
My sweetheart is waiting for me, 
Yet she has been so long dead ... 
9. Wehmut 
Melancholy 
Sometimes I may be singing 
As if I were full of joy, 
But secretly tears are flowing, 
And then my heart feels free . 
So nightingales will sing, 
When spring breezes play outside, 
Their melody of yearning 
Out of their prison's tomb. 
Then all the hearts are listening, 
And everyone is glad, 
But none can feel the sorrows, 
The bitter grief in song. 
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IO. Z wielicht 
Twilight 
Twilight starts to spread its pinions, 
Fearfully the trees are moving, 
Clouds drift by like heavy dreams, 
What does all this dreading mean? 
If you dearly love a doe, 
Do not let it graze alone. 
Hunters roam in the woods , and blow their horns, 
Voices wander here and there. 
If you have a friend on earth, 
Do not trust him at this hour, 
Friendly with his eyes and lips, 
He plots war in treacherous peace. 
What tiredly descends today, 
Rises newly born tomorrow. 
Many things are lost at night, 
Be on guard, alert and watchful! 
11. Im Walde 
In the Forest 
Along the mountain a wedding party moved, 
I heard the singing of birds, 
Many riders flashed by, the bugle called, 
That was a merry hunt! 
And before I knew it, all had faded, 
Night covered the land around, 
From the mountains only the forest still rustles, 
And I shiver in the depth of my heart ... 
I 2. Friihli11gs11acht 
Spring Night 
Above the garden through the breezes 
I heard the passing birds fly. 
That means the scents of spring are coming, 
On the grounds the blossoms start. 
I would like to shout for you, to weep, 
It seems to me it cannot be! 
Ancient miracles shine again 
With the moonlight in my room. 
And the moon, the stars proclaim it. 
And the woods rustle in a dream, 
And the nightingales are singing: 
"She is yours, she is your own!" 
Mache dich , mei11 Herze rein 
Mache dich, mein llerze rein 
At evening, hour of calm, 
Was Adam's fall made manifest. 
At evening was the Lord 's love redeemed. 
At evening, homeward turned the dove, 
And bared an olive leaf in her mouth. 
Oh beauteous time, Oh evening hour! 
Our peace with God is now reconciled, 
For Jesus hath endured the Cross-
His body sinks to rest. 
Oh, you loving servant, 
Bear the Savior's· lifeless body, 
Oh holiness, a burden fair and-holy! 
Make Thou my heart pure, 
So shall Jesus rest within thee. 
Therefore in me shall he find his sweet rest. 
World, depart! Let Jesus in! 
Serenade Florellline 
Star, whose beauty shines 
Like a diamond in the night, 
Look down on my beloved 
With her eyelids closed. 
And let upon her eyes descend 
The blessing of the skies. 
She slumbers ... Through the window-
Enter her blissful chamber; 
On her whiteness, like a kiss, 
Repose until dawn, 
And may her thoughts then dream 
Of a star of love that arises! 
Soupir 
Never to see nor to hear her, 
Never to call out her name, 
But, faithfully always to wait for her, 
Always to love her! 
To open one's arms out, and tired of waiting, 
To close them on the void! 
But yet, always to hold them out to her, 
Always to love her. 
Ah! -nothing left but to hold them out to her 
And to exhaust oneself in tears, 
Always to shed these tears, 
Always to love her. .. 
Never to see nor to hear her, 
Never to call our her name, 
But with a love, always more tender 
Always to love her. Always! 
Phidyle 
The grass is soft for slumbering 
Under the cool poplar trees 
By the slope of the mossy springs, 
Which in the flowering meadows, 
Sprouting in thousands, 
Lose themselves among the dark thickets . 
Rest, oh Phidyle ! 
Noonday on the leaves 
Sparkles and invites you to slumber! 
Among the clover and the thyme, 
Alone in the full sunshine, 
The bees hum in their night; 
A warm perfume fills the air 
At the tum of the paths; 
· The red poppy is drooping, 
And the birds, grazing the hill with their wings, 
Seek the shade of the wild rosebushes. 
Rest, oh Phidyle! 
But, when the orb 
Descending in its brilliant curve 
Will cool its smoldering heat, 
Let your loveliest smile 
And your most tender kiss 
Reward me for waiting! 
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I Notes 
It was not until 1830 that Robert Schumann (1810-1856), a former law student, decided to I pursue a ca_reer in music. His initial hopes ?f becomi~g a concert pianis~ failed after ~n injury to his hand occurred m 1832, but his compos1t10ns were begmnmg to grow m 
popularity. During the 1830's Schumann composed music almost exclusively for solo 
piano, and showed no intentions of ever writing for the voice. In a well-known letter written 
in 1839, Schumann states, "All my life I have considered vocal composition inferior to I instrumental music-I have never regarded it as a great art. But don't tell anyone about this!" Nevertheless, in 1840 Schumann composed and published over 125 Lieder for solo 
voice, more than half of the songs he would ever write. Part of the reason for Schumann's 
sudden shift in composing can be attributed to his engagement to Clara Wieck, the daughter I of his piano teacher. In addition to his love for Clara, it is likely that Schumann turned to a more marketable genre to publish in order to prove to his in-laws of his financial stability. 
Schumann's Liederkreis, Op. 39 was composed in May of 1840. Schumann selected and I grouped twelve poems by Joseph von Eichendorff (1788-1857}. The song cycle is held together by its thematic and musical principles. Nearly all of the songs are related to the 
subject of love and marriage. 
I The first song, "In der Fremde," establishes the recurring melodic motive of the song cycle, the rising and falling leap of a fifth. The turbulent accompaniment plays under a steady 
vocal line, which creates the audible tension. "Intermezzo" is a touching setting of text that 
speaks of yearning for a distant beloved. Waldesgesprach is a sublime narrative of a man I who courts a young woman in the forest only to discover that she is the Lorelei , an enchanted witch. He recognizes her, but it is too late, and he is doomed to forever remain in 
the forest. 
I I Although the song begins lightly, "die Stille" is a text which examines the longing for transcendence and the ability to soar over time and space. This then leads to "Mondnacht," one of Schumann's most expressive songs. The accompaniment contains a dominant pedal 
point throughout the piece which remains unresolved until the very end. The melody of 
"Schone Fremde" begins abruptly, as if in the middle of a thought. The harmony moves 
almost inexplicably, and it is only at the end of the song that the final key is realized. I I 
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The second half of the Liederkreis begins with "Auf einer Burg," a song which plunges 
down into the depths of despair. The accompaniment is very sparse, and the recurring 
motive of a fifth makes another prominent appearance. The following song, "In der Fremde 
(II)," uses a different text from the opening number, but there are many musical similarities 
between the two. "Wehmut" is a heart-wrenching song. Here the narrator hides his grief 
and loneliness by singing as if he were happy. "Zwielicht" is a dark poem which warns the 
reader of human deception and hostility, ending on a note of uncertainty. In " Im Walde," 
the beauty of a wedding is juxtaposed with the darkness of night. The reader is reminded 
that while we appear to be bound together in fellowship, we are all alone in the world. The 
final song in the Liederkreis is "Friihlingsnacht," the most joyous of the texts . In this song 
the narrator is led into a reawakening. With the full accompaniment and wide-ranging 
melody, the musical apex also appe,irs here at the end of the text, and the cycle is brought 
back to its original key. No composer better represents the Baroque period in Germany than 
Johann Sebastian Bach (1685-1750). Relatively unknown outside Protestant Germany, Bach 
saw himself as a craftsman doing the best of his ability in order to satisfy his fellow citizens 
and glorify God. 
The St. Mallhew Passion was first performed on Good Friday in 1727. Scored for double 
chorus, soloists, double orchestra, and two organs, this grand work is a drama based upon the 
text from Matthew. Although similar to the Oratorio, the Passion soloists represent characters 
such as the Evangelist, Peter, Judas, Pilate, and Jesus. The aria, "Mache dich, mein Herze, rein" 
concludes the section before the burial of Jesus. Although a solemn moment in the Passion, the 
aria is pervaded with an ineffable sense of calm and joy. 
Henri Duparc ( 1848-1933) has left us only a very small number of compositions: two orchestral 
works, a vocal duet, and his sixteen songs. A student of the French composer Cesar Frank, 
Duparc came to music relatively late in life. He was extremely self-criticiil of his compositions, 
so much so that he destroyed a good many of them. In 1885 a nervous breakdown left him 
incapable of further work and he lived the rest of his life as a recluse. Despite this, the songs of 
Henri Duparc survive as a cornerstone of French art song. Duparc creates a sensuous and 
ethereal world in each of his songs-a world laden with mystery and yearning. 
Serenade Florentine is a song of childlike simplicity. The melodic fragment in the upper register 
of the piano is repeated throughout the piece, and the diatonic melody gracefully soars over the 
harmonically sophisticated accompaniment. 
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Soupir, which means "sigh" in French, contains a musical sigh in every single measure. The I 
harmony changes constantly between major, minor, diminished, and augmented, but the despair 
remains. The pedal point in the accompaniment preserves the intensity of the heart-wrenching 
lyrics. 
Phidyle begins tranquilly and slowly introduces the new key for the refrain, "Rest, oh Phidyle." 
The next verse begins in a new key and becomes much more lively and agitated before calming 
down again for the . gentle refrain. The accompaniment slowly crescendos to forte at the last 
verse describes the setting of the sun. In the final lines, as the narrator eagerly waits for his love 
to awake, the emotion builds to the climactic end of the text, and the piece is gradually closed by 
the postlude. 
Douglas Moore ( 1893-1969) was an American composer whose tuneful popular style was ideally 
suited to the depiction of American events . Appointed to the faculty of Columbia University, he 
became chair of the music department from 1940-62. Although he wrote several popular operas, 
it was The Ballad of Baby Doe (1956), the true story of fateful love in a Colorado boomtown, 
which was his masterpiece. This is the only of Moore's works, which is still in the standard 
repertory. In this aria, "Warm as the Autumn Light," Horace Tabor, the rich mine-owner, has 
just heard Baby Doe sing for the first time and has already fallen in love. 
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